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well-known to the  general  public  than  the

other poem* It has been the fashion to
regard only the tempests of fury, and not
the strange murky and Tartarean beauty of
Dunciad, although, like Absalom and
y it is one of the greatest poems
in our language. Yet it is just as beautiful
in its way, and just as strange, as The Ancient
Mariner. It has been held not to be, only
because It is a satire, and people whose liking
for poetry is a purely sentimental one, are
unable to believe that beauty is not dependent
upon subject alone.

How enormous are the opening lines, with
the thick muffled, dull thud of the alliterating
M's:

: Hie mighty mother, and her son, who brings
The Smithfield muses to the ear of kings;

O1"
55

The sound is thick, gross, and blind as
stupidity Itself.
He gets a kind of dull drone-insistence in
the rhythm, by the alliterating D's of the first
syllable In each line of this couplet:
" Dulness o'er all possessed her ancient right,
Daughter of Chaos and eternal night: "